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TOM.
Yen, Tom's the beat fellow that sver yon
know

Junt (laton to this:
Whnan the old mill took fire, and the flooring

irou
And ﬂwj!h Itﬂl’elmen. thore, full In my
L)
Whiat do 'r'on thilnk my oyes anw through the

o

Thint ngk:r“m' crops nlong, nigher and

RBut o lﬂ.ﬁir baby-boy, lnnghing to ane

The n&lmn'l He must hinve come thore aftor
n

Toddion nlong from the eotengs without

Any ono's missing him. Then whatn shont—
Oh! how 1 shouted: “For Houvon's sike,

men,
Bave llttle Robin!"  Agnin and ngain
They tried, but the fire held them back ko

nwal
!enuld.lrau them go st it and atit, and

oall: .

“Never mind, baby, slt atill like n man,
Wo're coming to get you ns fnst ns we oan,'
They could not seo im, but I eould; he sat
SN on n beam, bhin lttlo straw hat
Onreto I‘ Plnuﬂﬂ hy hin side, and his oyes
Htnred at the flameé with a baby’s surprise,

alm and unconselous, ne nenrer 1t orept.

he ront of tho firé up above mast have kept
The sound of his mother's volee shrloking

his name
rromn?;l:ulm tho ohild, Lat I honrd It. It
Aiul.n nnd agaln—0 Giod, what n ory?
The nxes wont fust, Xsnw tho sparks N

Where the men worked lke clums.’ nor
minded tho ho

nt

That scorched thom—~when, suddenly, there
at thelr foot .

The grout beam leaned in—they saw him—
thien, orash,

lmwn1 nli'rnu the wall! The men made a
dnsh-

Jumped to get outof the way—nnd I thought

“All'e_ up with poor little Robin" nand
hrought

Slowly the nrm that wns lenst hurt to hide

The slght of the ehild thers, when awilt, at
my slght,

Somo one rt;;;iﬂl&d by, and went right through

th n
Stralght us 0 dart—caught the chlld—and
[} 1lt~ en

hen enme
Buck with him—choking and crying, but—
aaved!

Oh, how the men raved
Shou“ld. 'r‘:l‘d oried, and hurrnhed! Then

1

Rushed 3& the work nmaln, lest the hnek wall
Wheie I wns lying, awny from the fire,
Shonld fall In'and bury ‘me.

To sap Robin now, he's ns bright as a dime
nuup"m nomo mischlief, too, most of the

ma
Tom, It was, saved him, Now isn't It true,
Tom's the host fellow thut ever yon know?
There's Robln now—sce, ho's 8trong ns a

loug—
And there comoes T{III'I.. ton—

o8, Tom wnas our dog.
Conat Feni y

JOHN CRINOLINE.

The Life-Poem of a Mun with a
Prosalo Name.

Ten years ago there wore two notable
Skings about John Crinoline; first, he
was heartily ashamod of his name, and,
gecond, he had read an extraordinary
number of French books. I may add
that his favorite French nuthor was Cha-
tonubriand.  Those whose knowlodge of
this ronowned writer is derived wholly
from » familiavity with the toothsome
stonk bearing his name perhaps have a
more agreenble impression of him than
his books would give thom. But John
Crinoline was such an admirer of Cha-
teaubrinnd that he had come to St. Malo,
on the const of France, that he might
soo for himself the house in which the
philosopher was born and stand on the
desorted island where his favorite an-
thor found a lonely grave. And the
only reason why he now loiters in the
Place Chateaubrinnd, gazing at the an-
tics of & pair of juvenile tlﬁht-ropo walk-
ers, is thit the tide is in, the sea already
dashes agninst the anclent walls of the
town, and it is conseguently impossible
tu cross over the submer sen dike
which at ebb tide connects St. Malo with
the little island of Grand-Bey, on whose
outermost ledge rest the remains of Cha-
teaubriand.

Besides, thia is the time of tho harvest
moon, and John is persusded that if he
would sne the grave aright ho must view
it as Bir Walter recommends his readers
to view “‘fnir Melrose.'" At first he sat
after dejerncr smoking a cigarette un-
der the awning outside the Hotel de
France and rogarding with traanuil eyo
the graceful womnn on the superb black
horse. Her long riding habit elings to
her, as that .‘*outmost wrappage and
overall" that Carlyle speaks of should
cling to every perfect form, and the
white plumo in her plushhat nods with
each eapriole of the handsome beast.
Now and then she dances back nnd
forth attending tho movements of two
childron who are walking wires
strotohed tant between poles parhags
ﬂ!tﬁv feeti apart and & dozen feet high.
John can only see from his distant point
of view that one of those childven has
long yellowish hair, and that both are
dressed in tinse! and tights. Some
Fronchmen who sit near him &lpping
Chartreuse have so many things to say
about the horsowoman that presently
his curiosity is aroused and he joins the
spoctators gathored in a circle around
the wires.

The boy and girl have ceased to nect
in concert, but starting out from the
opposite end of their wires, are walking
townrd ench other alone. A boetle-
browed mun paces between ready to
render nssistance In cnse of disnstor.
The boy, alert and supple, his oheeks
aflame with the exercise, trips lightly to
the middle of his wire, and there, pois-
ing himself for an instant, begins oscil-
lating to and fro,

"&m:rue-w. comme-ca!"' he crics, in
2 bantering tone to the little girl, who
has traveled her wire more cautlously,
She pauses at his eall and casts a timid,
beseeching glance at the beetle-browed
man, who responds to it with_a fierce
grimnee, clenching his fists, It is the
€pisode of an instantand doubtless John

rinoline is the only one who observes
it. At any rate the effect it has upon
him is snrglrlllng. His eyes flash and
he elbows his way impetuously to the
inner of the crowd.

‘Annette!” calls the handsome horse-
woman in a deep warning tone, draw-
ing rein abreat of thechild. The sound
of her volce works a sudden change in
the girl's attitude, A  shiver rung
through tho ulmpel{ littlo limbs; she
darts & trombling glance at the bo,
who is swinging gaily on his wire, an
then, with a pliteous umn:aint n smile,
begins slowly to rock her The boy,
capering Hko n monkey, shouts *‘Plus
vite! plus vite!" and the beetle-browod
man, taking up the words, ropeats

“You eanght me, didn't you? I'm
awlil much oblige. Y am going to say
méroi bign to you, but I know you
woren't IFronch soon’s I heard you
swonr. '

John smiles and tonderly places hor
on her feet, Then the beetle-browed
miun, who until now, for reasons bost
known to himself, hns kept aslde, ap-
Fronolmn oap in hand, and is s0 pro-
usely thankiul to John and so ontrage-
onaly affeotionato townrd the little acro«
bat that what else can John do but ad-
just his hat before all these people and
thon niodestly slink away from thomp
Novortheless, he tells himself as he
passes lhrough the groat porte, that had
this incident occurred in Ameries ho
cortainly would not have deslstod in his
attentions towards Annette until he had
resoued the poor child from that Amn-
zon nnd brute, Hore, however, in St

knows absolutely nothing about tho
laws regulating—

Nonsense, interposes John Crinoline's
conscience. Isn't this child likewise n
strangor in a steange land? Bhe heard
you swonr; she spoke to you in Ene
}ishi Humbug, says John unflinch-
ngly.

ut out on the long curving pler,
strolling the granite docks, indeed all
the ufternoon until evening, when he
stands on the ramparts waitching the
red sun sink in the sen, John thinks of
Annotte. He irritably insists that it is
none of his business, but away over in
the West the clouds cunningly arrange
thomselves in the form of a child with
ﬂaliuw hair, and give him the le direcs.

o whistles softly and remarks to him-
self that this thing is very amusing; that
he doesn't propose to bo browbeaten
into making an ass of himself, even by
celestinl phenomena.

A milil breoze is blowing seaward and
the tide is fast ebbing. Strotehes of
white, clean beach lay below him, on
which children are at play. Adult
Frenchmen, who will nover outgrow
their boyhood, stand knes-decp in the
quiet water of a pond left by the sea,
gleefully snlling their mininture ships,
and a bevy of girls, chaperoned by their
parents, aro sccking tho shelter of the
rocks to disrobe for a bath. Tardy
blanchissenses Issuo from the town with
heaping baskets of linen, which they
spread upon the beach, and the confused
murmur of their voices floats up with
the rolling of the surf. A gendarme
stands at the western bastion with the
terra-cottn tint of tho sky in his face,
and of him John inquired when it will
be possible for him to cross over tha
dike to Grand-Bey. Ha has still a half-
hour to wait before he can stand by tho
tomb of his favorito Fronch author. It
is enough time for unother turn around
the ramparts,

The day is dying. It is nearly dead,
and the silver llgﬁt of the moon is on
the water, winen John, having looked
everywhere else around him, quite
naturally drops his eyes straight down
along tﬁa great granite blocks of the
pier, and is shocked to find them resting
upon Annette, Yes, thore she is, her
lips Hnrtell. smiling timidly up at him;
one hand against the siimy green sea-
weed that clings to the wall, und the
other swinging a small paper parcel.
Of course, she is not clnd in her tinsel
and tights, only in a shabby bluo dress;
but the yellow hair is there, and John
knows her by it. Hecan discern amild
appeal in her eyes; she looks as thongh
she would speak to him: she has held
her pretty Little head in that strained
quard position. so  long—indead,
Heaven only knows how long—that he
enn see her swallowing buok what his
heart tells him is a sob—and yet, what
does he do?

+Ho careful!’ he oalls to herin n gra-
cious tone; “you may fall in. Those
stones look slippery.’

And the next instant he Is walking rap-
idly nway toward the bonch,

Vhen John desconds the paved road-
way leading from the main Fm.\! the lnst
afterglow of sunset has faded from the
sky, and the moon is shining full npon
the son. Ho crosses the sen wall to
Grand-Bey,  The littlo island looks
rather forbidding as it lies in the
shadow, sloping gently up from the still
water to whers it is erowned by the
ragged ruins of the ancient chateau,
The path, faintly defined in the grass
and stones, leads past these ruins, then
down a flight of stone ateﬁs. and sud-
donly before John's cyes the tomb ap-
pears, surroundsd by its iron railing,
through which gleams the waste of sen
lighted up by the moon.

1o is instantly sure there is nowhere
another such grave as this. Perched
upon the edge of the island, here lofty
and steep. where the salt HEI’I?’ cian
bathe it when the waves run high, it is
8o lonely, so simple, so grand. It is
only o small eylindrical oross carved
from a granite block, and it rests upon
the tomb, which is enclosed by a rusted
iron fence, the four corner posts being
capped by iron pinecones. John atonce
beging a minute inspection of the grave.
Ho has come to St. Malo for this express
purpose, you will remember. BSo he
walks slowly around it, and in so doing
his eye has to full upon the ses, tran-
quilly surging and silvered over with
the light of she moon, When he is
presontly conscious of this diversion he
stubbornly turnsto the grave again and
tries to tind an inscription upon the
tablet. There I8 none visible. He
then plucks a dead erisp lower from
the mutilated wreath of immortelles
that some friend or pilgrim like himself
hns long ago hung around the shaft of
the cross. He places this flower in his
notebook and seats himself on the gran-
ito rock with his limbs hanging over the

e,

“What," he deliberatoly says aloud,
45 the matter with me?"'

What, indeed? John Crinoline is
something of o writer.  As nversifior he
is undoubtedly very clever, and it is
mainly due to his belief that the un-
fortunato nnme he possesses will always
operate against his literary success that
he is so sensitive on that point. His
friends lament that this seribbling tal-
ent of his I8 not In the humorous line,
where his name would really be an nid
to him. He has said with & mournful
smile; “Fancy an ode on the immor-
tallty of the soul by John Crinoline,"
It has boon useless to persuade him to
admxt # nom do plume., He hns al-
ready sald: “Suppose my work should
succeed in that way—think of the fun
there would be whon I revealed myself
a8 J, Crinoline,"

80 he has come hero prepared to
write, belleving the scene should put

Malo he is a stranger in a strange land; |

other wire—m
big blue eyes.

hateful
she can

before 1 could.
walked nll the way to Rouen, and there
she met Aim, and after that we had o
horse—that one she was on.
went to Havre,
Onanh:uul Granville, and Jersey, and

ungovernable and he must think of
—Annette. Speh 1s the wenkness of
human flosh—the pride of intellect.
John, striving to lift himself up mto
the realm of faney, must tumbls back
to the common plnon conalderation of
an unknown child with yellow halr,

“Hang 11" he says Indignantly.
“What ia the matter with me to-night."

Isn't o dond genius of more conse-

nence to him than a live acrobat?

ppavently not. He springs to his
ftmr. thriats the note-book In his
pookot, flings the eandla over the oliff,
and turns to go, looking wistfully at
the tomb. It is g0 peaceful, Iylnr_{ thera
with the waves sparkling upat it He
{s loth togo, but he ncknowledgoes to
tho Impulde; he feols that the sympathy
for the living s nlmnﬁor upon him to-
night than his intorest in the dead, even
Chateaubrinnd. The stiains of musio
thnt are now and then wafted to his
enrs from the Cnsino sound vory ontic-
ing, He is nervons; he wants to be
wﬁora there 1a life and dancing. So he
turns from the tomb and moves awny.

As he does 50 his eyes rest suddenly
on n childish form standing upon the
top of the flight of stono stoeps. The
moonlight {8 full upon her and he scos
it 18 Annette. He is not much surprised;
gho hins been in his thoughts all day, but
ho is irritnted at sight of her. It looks
so theattieal for her to appear before
him in this fantastio style. He wonders
how long she has been standing up there
like & ghost, gazing down upon him,
Small wonder, however, that his brain
was intriactable.  Before he can act she
has tripped down the steps and fearless-
ly appronched him.

“Whose grave is that?"" she asks in o
low, awe-struck voice,

“Chatenubriand's,"

“A man?"

*“Yes."

“Did you love him?"

“] never saw him."

“Why do yon stay here so long,
then?'" How can he answer the child?
Heo does not try, but follows the Socratic
mothod.

“Why are you hero?"

“0h,"" she says, ingenuopsly, “Ididn't
know thers was a man buried up there.
I just followed you."'

“Why?"

He asks it so coldly, almost angrily,
that her confidance in him and in her-
self is plainly weakened., She stands
upon one foot twisting her lithe body
uneasily about.

“I thought beeause you eanght me
yon'd help me. "

Her voice trembles: the paper parcel
slips from her fingers; he can sce lier
little chin working convulsively, and
thon sho drops on the granite rock and
hides her face in her hands,

John i8 touched. He kneels, and,
taking one of her willing hands in his,
says. soothinﬁly:

“How could I help you?"

She looks at him very earnestly, s ho
enn see with the moonlight on her face,
and eagerly tells him:

“Why. vlense don't let them got me
again.’

“‘Lot whom? That ugly man and the
woman on horsebnek?"

“Yos."

“Who are they?’

“Madame de Leonelle et Monsieur
Georges Pioot—that is what thoy tall the
roopln thoy are; but she's my aunt, and

don’t know who he is, only I hate
him."'

John smiles, She looks angelic with
the moonbeams playing in her yellow
hair; but she ean hate,

“Are they very cross to youf™

“Awful. Just look what he did to
me to-lay for falling off the wire. She
bares her left arm that he muay sce o
thick rod welt crossing the flesh above
the elbow.

““Ihe brute!" cries Johnangrily. An-
nette is evidently delighted to hear him
Buy §0.

*That's nothing,"" she boastingly
says, *‘to the cut she gave me with ﬁut
riding-whip. 1 ran away then, too, but
it was at Jersoy, St. Huliers, and I
couldn't get off the island; so they
caught me."

“Where's your mother, Anuette?”

“5he's dend.”

“Your father?"

“'He's dend, too."

‘Wore they Americans?"

“Mamma wasn't. She used to live at
Orlenns; but papa painted pictures in
Paris, and when he died wo were awful
poor. Was you ever in Paris? Was you
evor in the Hue Mazot? Oh, i wasa vory
funny little street. Papa used to take
me and mamma to St. Cloud and the
Bois de Boulogne on Bundays. That
was the bestfun of all. Mamma teased
papn about his French and made him say
‘crcillenss’ and Yfendlet,” and words like
that, and then papa teased mamma and
made her try to say things in English
like ‘three hundred and thirty-three
thonsand chestnuts,” and then she called
him a *Yahn-kep,' "

John, now reclining upon the rock
with his head vesting in his right hand,
looks calmly up at her, quite forgetful
of the grave of tho great man behind
him. There is a faint Fronch accent in
Anmnette's talk that is charming. She
sits oross-logeed, with her fuce turned
full toward him and sideways to the
moon. At timesa straln of musie floats
ncross the water, and Aunctto always
pauses to listen.

*Then your mother died, too,”" says
John, abruptly.

“‘Yes," sho repeats, in o low tone;
“then she died, too."

“And thon?"'—

“Then my aunt came and took me
away to Poissy, It was awful nico at
first. I usedto go ontin a boat on the
river all by myself and get on the
island and play Paul and Virginia."
*Who played Paul?"

Ididn't have any: fie wanted to, but

I wouldn't let him." She emphasizes

the personal pronoun with great dis-

dain,

“Who Is ‘heP'

*“Why, the boy who was walking the

cousin. I hate him!"

And yot she has silky vellow hair and

But then, John reflects,

the poor little thing has lived with very
Eoople; It 18 really no wonder

nte,
“You then learned to walk the

wivep""

“Yes, but it was an awful long time
| I was afraid, We

Then we
and Trouville, and

n ennaln looking up | him In a writing mood, n4 | hore,
:2%;!310 hor n‘tu:ﬁ? ?Allld 3 ﬂ had the loml.hnifughtw bring a candls | John les sllently gazing at hor,
moy be that they have unnerve ;| with him in order that he may have| “Now, you tell me about your-
perhaps she is blinded by the t|light if nocessary to jai down the|self"
ther to her by a8; ab rate, | creations of his fancy. Bitting thus on | He lnughs.
ohn Crinoline soe Is 3 n deso islan the piocturesqua| *“I hayn't had half so many adven-
with a very wicked oath on “lips, | grave of s groat man, with the waves | tures asyou. I'm only an idler,"
springs forward just In thme to save | softly lapping on the sands below, and | *Dou't you ever work?"
her, the o4t moon above shedding her| “Oh, yes, sometimes, When T
" ("eat damage," says the horsewom- | ghostly lght on the sen—certainly such [ home in Ameriea 1 write things for
on coldly, **Meroi bien, Monatewr.” | u situation ought to provoke a first- | newspapers snd magazines; but I don't
For answer John Crinoline, still hold- [colass poew. Johu 18 vight in his | have to.”
ing the little tinsel form in arms, Enmiun. But he can nob center his| *You must have /loads of money!"
liures up st the woman with such fury | thoughts to-night, not, at least, on| H» foels uncomfortable ut re-
wt she  blushes, Thon he to | Chateaubvignd. © When he looks up at

turns
oot Annotte's blug eyed ing with
:‘ondlr Into his, et e

the moon or down atits vadiance in

| the

water, swaightway his braln 1s

m | the Lehigh valloy have

] wish T had some, "

“What wonld yon do?"

“1'd go to the Conservatoiro of Mus
slque. O, I love musie!”

John lowors his eyes from her face
nidl looks off townrds asolitary lght on
shore, He I8 quite remarkable in this
rospoot—it takes him so long to maka
up his mind. Annette, secing him so
thoughtful and silent, is fearful of dis-
turbing him, and guietly listens to the
splnsh of the waves and the
bursts of melody that come fitfnlly
from the Casino. John pondors so
long, howaver, that the moon gets dis
roetly overhead nnd Annotte begins to
feal most lonely and disconsolnte.  Be-
sides, this grave In front of her is »
vory choorless objeet to starent.  Evor
time her eye rests upon the granite
cross her young flesh ereops, and then
the chilly air from the sea plerces hoe
thin clothing and she shivers. Finally
Annette oan endure it no longer.

sAre you asleep?"’ she nsks,

Ho starts up suddenly and looks at
her—then at the moon, then hastily at
his wateh. It is now nearer nine than
olght o'clock. Perhaps the gendarme
wus mistaken.

--‘('}nmc," he says anxlously, *‘wemiist

YOI she pleads on her knees, “you
won't take me back to them, will you?"
“No, no—you shall go with mo,
Come.”” Ho hurries her up the stops,
past the ruins of the chatean and down
the grassy slope. But before they have
no half way to the boftom He soos
that the gendarmo was not mistaken,
There is no dike in view, Where it
stretchad toward the beach there is now
only an expanse of white-capped water
danocing merrily in the moonlight. Ine
deed, no beach is visible, cither.  The
waves are leaping up against the rocks,
and even tho great ramparts of St
Malo,
John 5 very much disgusted with
himself. Why did ho lie thore dreaming
himself and this poor child into such a
predicament.  Heturns to her and suys,
penitently:
“I'm sorry, Annette, but we'll have
to spend the night here; the sun's in."
) don't eare, I'm glad.”
John does eare, but hoe feels resigned
to see her so happy, and hand in hand
they retrace their way toward the tomb,
Passing the gloomy ruins Annetto elings
to his arm, and says, with a shadder:
41 thought first you'd gone and I was
going to hide in that door, but it wus
so nwful dark it scared mo."
There isn bed of soft, dried grass just
beyond, and here John halts, He takes
oft his light overcoat and hands it to
her. She draws back, but he ¢nsts it on
the grass and says in a quict tone: I
want you to wruq;'tl:in around you and
and lie down. ou must try to slecp,
Annctte, for ns soon as the tide goesout
aguin we will leave for England."
Bhe clasps her hands before her,
and could ery out from excess of grat-
itnde. But she only smiles joytully
and the moonlight glistons on her white
tecth,
“‘Are you afraid?" he asks.
“You won't go away?"’
“No, no."
She submissively loses herself in the
arms of the great coat and cuddles upon
the gruss, f
Now he has determinad what he shall
do, and promised her, he feels relieved.
Nevertheless, he realizes low serious
the afluir is—he is abdueting o child,
one, too, who is unquestionabiy of con-
siderable pecuniary value to her rela-
tives. He smiles stubbornly, and lights
a cigavette; seating himself under the
moon on the top stone step, where he
can turn a shoulder and gaze upon Ans
nette, or look straight ahead upon the
sen, and let his cyes in passing rest
upon the tomb. It mny be sacriligious,
but there is now something so absnrd
to John in the idea of his brooding over
the grave of Chateaubrinud that he
chnokles. Perhaps this powerful harvest
moon has turned his head as well as the
tide.
At any rate, Ohateanbriand has no
lnce in his thonghts now. He is try-
ng to decjde whoether he had better run
the risk of taking the morning's
steamor from St. Mulo to Jersey, or
take the train to Calals dircet., The
more he thinks about it the more
serious the chances of discovery on the
Jersey boat up]puur to him, and the
possibility of losing Annctte is very
unpleasant. Indeed, the mere idea so
alarms him that he turns to look at her
more than once, and each time his
glance encounters n pair of eyes shin-
ing up at him from the grass out of the
folds of his overcoat. Annefte is
more anxious than he. Her eyes clese
uickly when they meet his, and she
oigns to sleep, but her yellow head
never swerves from the angle at which
she has adjusted it to watch him.

So the moon floats on until the grave
is in shadow. Tho t'de follows the
moon and the wayves the tide. John
shivers a little, but is wide awnke, and
he knows the bright blue eyes are peer-
ing furtively at him from the grass,

- - - - - L -

This all happened in the summer-
time of 1874, It trulfv happened, for
John Crinoline has told it to me. Of
course he told it in much fower worids,

When he had gone thus far in his
story I said to him:

aWell!”

**Well," said he, **I have boen trying
to answer your question. This is the
reason why [ sail on the Etruria next
SBaturday."

+ “Bp plainer,"

“I am going over to bring Annctte
awaiy;' from school."!

“What are you going to do with
herp"”

He looked me steadily in the face, and
I am sure I never gazed on un honoster,
manlier one than his.

**Do you really think, old fellow," he
eaid, she'll object to my mame? ‘I've
s mind to chango it."'—Melville Phillips.
in Philadelphia Fress.

Queen Mary's Prayer-Book,

A curious and valuable prayer-book
has just been sold in London, It is the
little volume which the unfortunate
Mary Queen of Scots used at her death
upon the seaffold. Tho prayers aro the
handiwork of some rare fiftoenth cen-
tury scribe; they are written in Latin
on vellum, The pnges of the missal
are exquisitely illaminated with elogant
borders of fruit, lowors andbirds; they
are also decorated with thirt}v-ﬁva minin-
tures by a Flemish artist, pieces of
elaborate  workmauship. * The little
book &till rests In the original onk-
hoards; ocovered with sllk now much
worn, in which it was originully bound.
—Liverpool Meroury.

—8ome of the Iron manufacturers of
bogun to make
streot-paving blocks from the blast.
furnace slag. Somo plensing little orna-
ments of delicate tint are already made
from slag, and if it can ba put in dur-
ably bh:ﬁl shape there scems to bo no
reason why it it should not becomo a

murk,
“No, not ‘low!s,’ I have enougn t |favorite bullding muterial,—Fisburgh
live on," h‘ou.

ALL ABOUT ANTS

Bome Corlons Hlm;u-- Abont the Inhahbl-
tiniita of Thelr Nosts.

My, John B, Smith, assistant enrator

of insoots ot the National Musoum, read | sk

hoefore the Blologieal Socloty at its Iast
mecting an interesting paper on “Ants’
Noats amd Their Inhabitante'  Ants’
nosts, the papor sald, are fonnd every-
where in the woods, in the flelds, under
thi stone walls of cities and in houses;
not only on the ground, but in the troes,
and not only in the tranks, but among
the loayes, They are as varied in design
and genoral strueturo as are the loeali=
tiva Inhabited, and while some species are
content to take advantage of a simple
cavity under a stone where they rear
their young, others bulld great hills
full of intricate galleries, extending lon
distanees into and under the ground,
Mz, Smith snid that his objeet wns not
to spenk of the nests of the ants g0 much
ns of their inhnbitants. These are, of
conrse, lwlmarilv the ants themselyes,
and by disturbing n modorato-sized nest
of nny of the larger species the observer
will become spoedily convinced that
the population is not a small
one. But not ants alone are found
in these nests—there is o very distinet
faunn that lives with, and, perhnaps,
partly on the ants, and the species of
which are never- found elsewhore.  In
Europe nests have been found where
the intraders or guests exceoded in um-
bers the ants themselves, The number
of species known (o inhabit such nests
in Kurope reaches well into the hun-
dreds, over a hundred species having
been found in a single nest, while in
Amorien comparatively fow species have
been found,

In one interesting group deseribed by
Mr. Smith—inseets which the ants col-
lect and  eare  for—the aphides or
plant lice, he said, played an important
part. It is well known, he said, that
the ants scek the plant lice and lick the
sweot excretions, '\Jm it is less known,
perhaps, that they also eollect and rear
some species, providing homes for
them. A yellow species of lasius, oo-
curring commonly around Washington
and around New York, well illustrates
this gronp. The ants make their nests
under large stones and close to the roots
of trees or shrubs,  They carefully exea-
vate galleries around n root, or series of
roots, and then colleet the winter eg
of Pemphigus in lurge numbers, not by
hundreds, but by thousands, eggs that
no entomologist has yet sucecwded in
finding. These are earefully placed in
guitnble situations around the eleancd
root, nnd the Pemphigus, when hatehod,
find their food supply ready at hand and
in return are expected to yield sweets
to the ants.  The winged form of this
species leaves the nest and provides for
n continuation of the race, and the ants
ure then compelled to lay in o new sup-
ply of eges,

It would be supposed that the ants
would be very careful to keep out all
enemies of these, their domestic animals;
but there is one species that gets in and
remains in undisturbed. It is the laryva
of n common ‘‘lady-bird"—Brachya-
canthy ursing, It secretes n waxy sub-
stance that exudes in long strings,
and gives the insects the nppear-
ance of being covered with cot-
ton or hoar frost. This secretion
goems to be much more palatable to the
ants than that of the Pemphigus, and
they unconcernvdly see the *ludy-bird"
feelling upon the former, apparently
concluding that the flavor s improved
by puassing through the latter. Some-
times it happons that a desired species
of aphid wiil not live under rrnumll.‘. nnd
this compels the ants to adopt another
moethod,  They construct roads to the
trees inhabited by the aphids, and build
gulleries avound the |1flll|t; lice, eflect-
unlly protecting and  domestionting
them.

Another group, the third mentioned
by Mr. Smith, contalas inscets that are
found in the ants’ nest in the perfect
stage, and is the most numerous. It
comprises species of many orders and
of widely divergent fumilies, Most of
the species are known in the imago
state only, nnd it has long been, and is
still, a puzale to entomologists, where
the immature states of these insects are
passed. A species does not, except in
rare instances, inhabit the nest of more
than one species of ant, On
the other hand, each species of ant has
its own peculiar fauun of guests, so that
it isimpossible, with n series of guests
at hand, to tell exactly from what unt’s
nest they were obtained. The only ben-
efit that is known to be derived by the
ants from any of the species is in the
shape of n (probubly) sweet sccretion.
Prominent among these are the species
of Cremastochiluo, most of them specles
of immense size, ns compared with that
of the ants with which theylive. These
insects have n glandiferous surface at
the hind angle of the thorax, covered
witha thin plate, and soveral speci-
mens have been observed where this

late has been gnawed off by the ants to

neilitate the gotting at the secretion of
the glands, These specles are of Inrge
size, and whole squads of ants have
been observed in the task of preventing
the gsenpe of an individual that had ap-
pn‘ul.ly become tired of its quarters,—
Washinglon Star.

—_———

PHYSIOLOGICAL JARGON.

Some of the Reanlts of Teaching the Sci-
ences to Little Hoys and Girls.

There are intolligent men and women
who think that if boys and girls received
less schooling and more training, wero
taught fewer of the ‘ologies and more
of the three R's, they would be bettor
fitted for their future work and station.
In the London elementary schools the
children are taught physiology and do-
mestie  economy.  As they are too
young to apprehend these subjects, they
are crammed with facts which they ure
uuable to *mark or Inwardly digest."

‘I'he result of their mental indigestion
comes out when the government in-
spectors examine them, At nn exam-
inntion two or three years ago tho chil-
dren who had studied physiology were
asked to desoribe in writing the pro-
cesses of indigestion,  One of them did
itin this wise:

“Food is digested by the action of the

lungs, Digestion is brought on by the
luuﬁ,rs having something the matter
with them. The food then passes

through your windpipe to the pores.

“Tho food is nourished in the stom-
agh. Ifyou were to oat any thing
hard, yoi would not be able to digest it,
and the consequance would be you
would have indigestion.

“The gall-bladder throws off juice
from tho food which passes through it,
We eall the kidneys the brewl-basket,
beeanse it is whero all the bread goes to,
They lay up, concealed by the heart.”

Ono givl, in the higher cluss, on being
examined in domestic weonomy, thus
answers the quostion, *'Why do wo cook
pur food ¥ *Their of tive ways to eook

otatoes, Weo should die if wo eat our
ool raw.”  Another girl in the same
uss, In answering the sawme question,

m

wrota: ““The function of food Vs flo ity
proper work in the body. It propues
work is to well masticate the food, and
it goes throngh without dropping, in-
stend of being pushed down by the

in.

A third pupil in domestic economy
wrote:  “Food digested is when wo put
it into our mouths, our testh chews it,
and our tongue rolls it down into our
body. Wo shonld not eat so much bone-
making foods ns  flesh-forming and
wurmth-giving foods, for if we do wo
wonld have too many bones, and that
wotld mnke us look funny.'

These answers are comienl, but the
Ianglh turns into o sigh when we reflost
that to nequire this physiologionl jargou,
the ohildren endured severnl months of
eranmming. — Youth's Companion.
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SHY CHILDREN,

They Bhould Mo Strengthened to Dear
Thelr Misfortune and to Over-
como Tt

Pity the sufferings of shy childreny
stand between these little ones and the
people who unthinkingly inflict pain
upon these tender sonls,  Why outrnge
a child’s faith in nature, human and
materinl; If he has sueh faith, or prevent
his aequiring it, by taking advantage of
his shyness and want of self-confidenco?
Why fill him with distrust, with fear,
with terror?  Why convert the world
that should be beautiful to him, into
one that is to be dreaded?  If the person
who does these things s anvthing short
of 0 brute, he is guilty of a serious of-
fense that us enrelessness can excuse,

Courage and confidence should be
stimulated in a child who is shy, He
should be tanght to believe that his ex-
trome disgust is ill-founded, by showing
him the source of hiz error. A happy
life will then be opened to him, where
all before wns desolate.  But to inten-
sify this shyness is an ensy matter, and
many children have been made to suffor
the pangs of n misernble existence
through seaving, terrifying and various
impositions upon their  wenk-
ness. If a ohild is bushed at the

resence of a stranger. confidence in
iimself and the stranger also can be
awnkened by treating the child with
considerate regard for his feelings and
by a gentle pressure behind him that
shall foree him to overcome them. But
to expose the infirmity and laugh af it
in ridicule, inerease the pain and make
the cure all the more difficult, so that
the sufferer must undergo additional
pnins when he grows up and must over-
come them the best he may in his un-
avoidible contact with the world.

What n gratifying thing iv must be to
senro a child—to fill his heart with hob-
gobling, to people the darkness with
monsters; to manufacture surroundin
that incessuntly mennce harm, This
would be amusement to the savage who
burns his captives at the stake, but o
the person living in this nineteenth
century of civilization it should be as re-
pulsive as savagery itself. How pleas-
ing an act it must be to frighten a child
to death, as is now and then done, or to
seare the little one till he stands trans-
fixed with terror and trembling in
agony. 4

Strengthen shy children to bear their
misfortune and to overcome it: do not
subject them to ridicule or fear. ’l‘]mly
can be led out of the manifold unhappi-
ness arising from shyness, by strength-
ening each cautious stop until familiar-
ity makes it permanent; and so, u littla
ut a time, they can be advaneced in con-
fidence and courage until they dare to
look about them without fear of failure
or harm. The impressions of childhood
are often almost ineradicable; people
shoulid tuke eare, then, that those im-
pressions shall be true, hopeful, giving
self-reliance and courage to those who
need it,  There can be assanlt and bat-
tery agninst the feelings as well us
ngainst the body, and the former offense
is more enduring and more painful than
the latter. It is _lnrit as inalienable a
right that one’s feelings shall not be out-
raged as that his bodily liberty shall not
be nbridged, and the shy child demands
immunity and protection from those
who outrage this right by makinghim a

ing.
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ERADICATING GARLIC,

An Ezperlment Which Is Alleged to Have
Proved Entlrely Sucoessful.

In 1884 I tried an experiment in erad-
leating garlic, which has proved com-
pletely successful.  About two acres of
sloping pasture ground was literally
covered with garlie; when fully hended,
but before the seeds were matured, [
took a seythe and moved it all down
close to the ground. The heads were
allowed to lie where they fell. This
year not a single garlic plunt can be
found in the spaee mowed over,while it
is plentiful everywhere else on my
farm, contaminating my milk and often
entailing heavy loss through rejection
by my wholesale purchaser,

My reason for awaiting the formation
of heads before mowing was the faint
hope that garlic, like rye, might not
continue further growth if cut at that
stage of existence.

am sware that one success like this
by no means establishes a rule; yet so
complete and thorough has been the
el'lul‘uulion within the space mowed,
that I shall give the matter a most thor-
ough test this summer by mowing over
the whole farm. I doubt whether this
course will have any rood effect upon
the pest in ground freshly plowed or
cultivated, though I am confident that
on pasture or grass lands whore the
owth of other vegotation may prevent
the garlie from throwing up new shoots,
it will be greatly checked. " On my lands
stirring the soil has the tendency to give
new and fresh impetus to both garlie
and spssafras.  The latter, particularly,
is chocked by pasturago and gives no
poncern whatever in grounds ocoupied
by stock. It “Il’l“’“"" to have no power
to break through compnet soul, and yet
if I plow up a sod it vigorously follows
after the first erop. It hoped that gnrlie
might in degreo, at least, partake of the
same nature, To my great surprise,
onreful inspection now fuils to find any
gorlic on the mowed ground, notwith-
standing in 1884 it was most luxuriant
in growth and abundant m quantity, and
naturally L shall continus my expori-
ment.— Cor. Country Gentleman,

—An Eastern man who found himself
in an Ilinois village the other week,
asked of the proprictor of tho hotel if
there wis o board of trade in the place,
*No, sir; and I don't think we need
one,” was the reply,  “How are prices
adjusted?” “Well, tho merchant over
thore on the corner pays nine cents lor
eggs nnd thivteen for butter, while I pay
twenty oonts o bushel for turnips und o
dollar nweek for a hived gal. As we
never riz uor fall, thoe people know
what to depend upon botter than na it
we had o board. "= Wall Streot News,

viotim of his shyness,—Good Howsckeep- | |

PITH AND POINT.

—The announcoment that one of the
combatants in the recent ‘!rixo-ﬂ ht
was nlmost killed will be yeceived with
gennine regrot.—Delroit Freo Press.
—Bome one holdly asserts that  the
Amaorican hen is not” doing her duty.
You would have us believe tist her son
I8 setting, would you?— Yonkers States=
M,

—+Rule of tho office, sir, pntients will
please puy before taking gas,''  ““Why
not after®’  “It's awkward colleistin
in caso of fathire to restors respiration.’
— ek,

—This i a very healthy plaee,** ohs
gerved u boarding mistross, ¢ Yes—for
chivkens,'" sald o boarder. “I have
heon here for 4wo yoears anid havon't
geen a dead one yer.'' She took the hint.
=—Uhicago Tribwne,

—The railway companies want to lay
their trnoks with havdened sleepors.
One of the New Haven ministera sava
his congregntion has material enough
to set up n whole parallel road.—New
Haven News.

— 4 How long has Brown bden mar-
ried, Charley?”™  =Didn’t know ho was
married at all. I don't believe he ls,
either,”  “Yos, he is: I noticed him
turn  pale when the  elock strmok
eloven. " —N. Y. Sun.

—Aceording to the New York Trib
wune, the band in passing the reviewing
stand whero President Cleveland stood,
“burst into  Mendelssohn’s Wedding
Mareh," and the erowil **burst into
cheers.”  If somobody would only
ahurst into’ these gnshy dailies it
would be the burst thing yet,.—Doston
Commercial Bulletin,

—They tell of a boy in England wha,
geeing 0 great  tent  in which @
panorama of *Bunyan's Pilgrim Prog.
ress' was heing exhibited, went to the
tickot taker and asked if Mr. Bunyan
was in. Repeiving o negative reply he
remarked that ho was sorey, as Mr,
Dunyan was his father, and ended with
the query:  ©Of course you'll pass me
in free?

—Amateur Actor (who has taken the
part of Hamlet) —+Well, Charlie, what
was the verdiet in regard to our enter-
tainment last night? Charlie—*To e
frank with you, old man, I henrd some
of the nudienee say it wns dounend stu.
pil”  Amateur Actor—*Stupid! That
divine tragedy? Why, Charlie, Shak-
speare never wrote a stupid thing in his
life.""— Harper's Bazar.

—*Giot any egas to-day, Mr. Cold-
cheese?'  “Yes, sir, plenty of them.™
sAre they fresh?'” s Fresh, sir, ns tha
flowers {hat—ahem!" *Then T don's
want any.”’  “Don't want any?" “No,
gir, I'm going to a lecture to-night,
and I thought if I could rnn acrosd
some  stale M uStale. sir!
There nin't an eoge in that barrel that
was Inid this year.""— Philadolphia Call,

—We do not bhelieve that a hen
seratehes for o living, Shoe seratches
for exercise. If wyou don't belieye it,
wateh a well-fod hen in her humble cage
at the market.  She will seratch on the
sheot-iron floor with all the vigor of s
gold digger, and affect to find things to
eat with all the innocent assumption of
a man who slips on the ice, breaks both
logs and his  back, and tries to  look na
though he hadn't fallen down.—ZBurs
dette,
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TALKING ABOUT HENS.

How n Declded Coolness Bprang Up e
tween Two Old Friends.

A Rochester man nnmed Muggs has
been out in the town of Wheatlund vis-
fting some friends who live on o farm,
My, Muggs is not enly a man of more
than averagoe intelligence, but he is
also of an inguiring turn of mind: and
while he wuas visiting on the farm he
managei to pick up a good deal of in-
formation by asking questions about
things. One of the first things that ex-
cited his cuariosity was a hen that was
on a nest under the end of & lumber
pile.

“#Thismust be a hen," said Muggs,
confidently.

oIt is,"" said the farmer,

»She seems to be taking life pretty
ensy,"" ventured Muoggs,

“Quite  the contrary.’ said the
Harmer. “She is busy.’

*Laying anegg, probably,” suggested
tMung.
. *Probably not,"" said the farmer,
#She is setting."

Then Muggs made some patrenizin
remark to the hen and reached down t
stroke the fur on her neek. “The hen
wis busy, but not too busy to keep an
eve on Muggs, and when his ll.mnﬂ
eame within reach she picked a small

iece of skin off from it. Muggs tool
{:in hand away with wonderful quicks
pess and put it into his pocket, Then
he stood and contemplated the hen in
gilence for several minutes. At length
he swid:

1 supposo hens seldom have hydro
phobia?’

«Soldom," said the farmer.

“But when they do have it they
have it pretty bad, don't they!"' in-
guired  Muggs, with considerable
anxiety. ‘

+Oh, you needn’t be alarmed," said
the farmer. *The hen is mad, but not
in I.l::‘\l. way. Her fangs are not poisons

«[ suppose, now,'” said Muggs, ‘‘thak
an industrious, persistent hen like that
will hateh out a chicken every day, and
not feel it,"

“There is a difference in hens," said
the farmer. ‘“Some heps set harder
than others and hateh ehickens faster.
I have got onc that hatched out m
brood of chickens last summer in tem
days. Bhe never stopped for Sunds
or logal holidays, but just kept rigi
ot it. But it wasn't a very
job, because it was rushed too
much. Nine of the chickens were fool-
ish and the other four were not any teo
bright. You see, they wero not expest-
ing it, and they seemad to be sort of
dnzod-—couldn't understand how g:{
got here so soon. They would &
around in a balf-witted kind of wayand
try to figure it out, but thoy mever!
sovmed to understand it at all.*?

“1 should think,' sald M:F&
thoughtfully, *that chicken hatel
fust. a8 that would be apl to mluﬁ
quickly-—get old while they are young,
us it wore.™ :

*Exaotly-—they do,'* said_the farmer,|

“You remember that 1 bought w
couplo of spring chickens from you lnsg
full," snidd Muggs, still wore thought-
g;l!y. us if on ides sk ocourred toy

i

Yes, I remember, said the farmer,
who was slso beginning to have an
iden.  *What of it?"

*Q, nothing; only 1 thought perhapsy

thev belonged to this brood that you
have been speaking sbout,  We bradled
them o couple of 5:1)‘& and then gave,
them to my boy to out up inte besns
shootors, ™

A coolnoss hus since existed between,

mxg- wnd the furmer,—ZRockester Here




